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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Pale silver green stars. 

Night .... 

And ghosts of dead Joses 

And dead Marias 

Sitting in the moonlight. 

Peace — 

Depressing, 

Interminable 

Peace. 

TROPICAL FLOWERS 

"An orange tree without fruit — 

So am I without love," 

His heavy-lidded eyes sang up to her. 

Her glance dropped on her golden globe of breast, 
And on the baby. 

MAIL ON THE RANCH 

The old black man on the mule 
Opens the worn saddle-bags, 
And takes out the papers. 

From the outer world 

The thoughts come stabbing, 

To taunt, baffle, and stir me to revolt. 

I beat against the sky, 
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Against the winds of the mountain; 

But my cries, grown thin in all this space, 

Are diluted with emptiness .... 

Like the air, 

Thin and wide, 

Touching everything, 

Touching nothing. 

THE CITY AT MIDNIGHT 

The golden snow of the stars 
Drifts in mounds of light, 
Melts against the hot sides of the city: 
Cool cheek against burning breast, 
Cold golden snow falling all night. 

SHIP MASTS 

They stand there 

Stark as church spires; 

Bare stalks that will blossom — 

Tomorrow perhaps — 

Into flowers of the wind. 

THE SILLY EWE 

The silly ewe comes smelling up to me. 
Her tail wriggles without hinges, 
Both ends of it at once and equal. 
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